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THE  LOON 


The  storm  clouds  o’er  the  lake  were  black  and 
low  ; 

The  sullen  thunder  rolled  from  hill  to  hill  ; 

Our  frail-made  craft  ’fore  raging  winds  did 
blow. 

Tossed  at  the  mercy  of  the  storm-god’s 
will. 

The  black-browed  sea  was  capped  with  flying 
spray. 

And  leaped  to  mingle  with  the  low’ring 
sky  ; 

The  lightning’s  flash  lit  up,  then  died  away  ; 

The  wild  wind  howled  with  demon  shout 
and  cry. 

From  out  the  black  a loon  flew  by,  lone,  lost. 

And  laughed  with  maniac  laughter  long  and 
loud. 

As  scorning  men,  his  foes  — weak,  tempest- 
tossed, 


And  mocking  the  wild  wind  and  flying 
cloud. 

With  pinions  strong  he  sported  in  the  gale  ; 
With  exultation  felt  the  high-tossed  spray. 

His  call,  weird,  hollow,  wild,  half  shout,  half 
wail, 

He  mingled  with  the  element’s  affray. 

’ Twas  here  alone  in  the  fierce  tempest’s  swell 
He  might  enjoy  his  solitude,  rude,  wild  ; 

Unwatched  by  man  with  dire  intents  and  fell. 
Unconscious  sport,  the  wilderness’s  child. 

He  passed  away  and  faded  in  the  black  ; 

Was  swallowed  up  in  the  swift  cloud-rack’s 
race  ; 

But  on  the  wind  his  call  came  floating  back. 
Wild,  weird,  and  faint,  and  almost  lost  in 
space. 

R.  T.  P.,  ’05, 


AN  EASTERN  MINE 


AN  interesting  trip  made  while  in  Maine 
last  summer  was  to  the  mica  mine  on 
Black  Mountain.  Setting  out  one  fine 
August  morning  I enjoyed  a pleasant  walk 
through  the  picturesque  hill  country,  south  of 
the  Rangely  Lakes. 

Black  Mountain  is  one  of  the  steepest  of 
the  tange  which  surrounds  the  little  town  of 
Andover,  rising  about  three  feet  in  six.  After 
climbing  about  a mile,  I came  to  the  mine 
“ office,”  a long,  low  building,  covered  with 
tar,  and  only  broken  by  small,  square  windows 


near  the  top,  and  two  doors  in  front.  At  the 
door  sat  a tall  man,  sharpening  a knife  in  a 
leisurely  manner.  He  was  dressed  in  red 
flannel  shirt,  open  at  the  neck,  thick  trousers, 
tucked  into  the  tops  of  his  high  black  boots, 
and  a broad-brimmed  black  felt  hat.  As  I 
came  laboriously  up  the  narrow  trail,  he  greeted 
me  with  a short  “mornin’.”  I responded, 
and  in  answer  to  my  request  for  a drink  of  water, 
he  pointed  to  a barrel  nearby,  informing  me 
that  there  was  nothing  much  up  there,  anyway, 
but  good  air  and  good  water.  At  length  he 
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found  out  that  I had  come  from  town  that 
morning,  and  immediately  his  interest  was 
aroused.  “ Say,”  he  asked  eagerly,  “ d’  ye 
know  how  the  scrap  came  out  ? ” It  was  the 
day  after  the  Jeffries- Corbett  encounter.  When 
he  found  I didn’t  know,  his  interest  at  once 
disappeared,  and  he  began  to  sharpen  his 
knife  again.  I learned,  later,  that  he  had  bet 
a large  sum  on  Corbett. 


The  Chief  Worker. 

He  was  a very  good  type  of  the  Eastern 
miner.  He  is  a different  sort  of  man  from 
his  western  brother  of  the  Forties.  He  doesn’t 
own  his  own  claim,  and  the  mine  would  be  of 
no  value,  anyway,  to  a single  worker,  as  the 
gold  mines  were.  But  his  face  browned  by 
exposure,  his  keen  black  eyes,  his  straight 
black  hair,  and  the  way  he  wore  that  broad- 
brimmed  hat,  made  him  a character  out  of 


the  ordinary,  as  far  as  appearances  were  con- 
cerned. As  I left,  he  told  me  the  mine  was 
about  a hundred  yards  further  on,  and  that 
they  were  going  to  “ shoot”  in  about  an  hour. 

I went  on,  passing  signs  which  cautioned,  in 
bright  red  letters: 

Warning  : Danger  ! 

From  Blasting  ! 

Soon  I came  out  of  the  growth,  and  saw  a 
rather  uninteresting  looking  man,  who  told  me 
how  the  mica  was  obtained  and  where  it  was 
shipped.  As  we  talked,  a steam-drill  was 
working  noisily  ; a dozen  men  were  picking  up 
pieces  ot  mica  from  four  to  eight  inches  square 
fion  the  ground,  and  throwing  them  into  large 
pans.  There  were  many  beautiful  tourmalines 
about.  The  whole  process  is  very  simple  ; a 
steam  drill  makes  holes  in  the  ledge  to  admit  a 
charge  of  powder  ; the  whistle  blows  on  the  tiny 
engine  house,  and  the  engine  sends  a spark  to 
the  charge  by  means  of  an  electric  battery.  The 
stones  fly,  and  the  men  return  and  pick  up  the 
pieces  of  mica,  or  break  them  with  small  ham- 
mers. The  pieces  are  put  into  burlap  sacks 
and  shipped  to  Connecticut,  where  they  are 
ground  up  and  used  in  paint,  to  give  the 
glistening  effect  to  wall  paper.  The  mineral  is 
the  same  as  that  used  in  stove  doors,  and  for 
lamp-chimney  guards,  commonly  called  “ Ising- 
glass.”  I wandered  about,  enjoying  the  fine 
view,  till  I realized  that  the  small  village, 
diminutive  in  the  distance,  was  my  destina- 
tion; so  I began  to  descend.  As  I passed  the 
“office”  the  men  were  all  seated  about  on  the 
porch,  or  on  stumps  and  logs;  (^none  I noticed, 
on  the  ground,  though  the  day  was  warm,)  I 
thought  none  of  these  had  such  fine  features  as 
my  friend  of  the  morning  ; and  all  the  more 
when  he  arose,  and  took  by  their  collars  two 
growling  Great  Danes,  the  camp  pets. 

G.  E. 
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The  Mine. 


AN  ODD  INVENTION 


“ y SAY,  |ack,  can’t  you  leave  off  plugging 
| to-night  and  come  over  to  the  Opera 
H ouse  and  see  the  show?  ” 

John  Haverford  and  Richard  Ingersoll  were 
chums  and  room-mates  at  Melville  Academy 
in  Melville,  Massachusetts,  and  it  was  the  lat- 
ter, who,  excitedly  bursting  into  their  study, 
had  asked  this  question. 

“ Can’t  do  it,  Dick,  old  man,”  Jack  re- 
plied sadly,  “ I’ve  got  about  twentv  pages  of 
this  confounded  history  to  get,  to  sav  nothing  of 
forty  lines  of  Virgil.  What’s  over  there  to. 
night,  anyhow?  ” 

“ Oh,  professor  somebody  or  other,”  Dick 
answered,  “ and  he  pretends  to  be  the  greatest 
magician  the  world  has  ever  seen,  or  ever  will, 
I guess.  Besides  that,  he’s  a hypnotist,  and 
can  expand  his  chest  an  unheard  of  distance. 
Why,  he  even  offers  fifteen  dollars  to  the  fel- 
low that  can  expand  his  chest  further  than  he 
can.  He’s  got  it  up  on  bill-boards  all  over 
town  and  half  the  Academy  fellows  are  going. 
You’d  better  come  along  and  take  it  in.  All 


the  boys  are  going  up  on  the  platform  and  have 
a try  for  the  fifteen.” 

“ Blame  the  fellow  who  invented  history,” 
Jack  growled,  “ I wish  I had  him  here  so  that 
I could  tell  him  what  I thought  of  him.” 

“ Oh,  come  on,  you’ll  know  just  as  much 
about  Rome  when  you  get  back  as  you  do  now. 
So  come  along  and  don’t  make  a fuss  about 
it.” 

No  one  could  resist  such  pleading  as  this, 
and  Jack  knew  that  if  he  did  resist,  Dick  would 
only  stay  until  he  had  gained  his  point.  So, 
extricating  his  hat  from  under  a pile  of  books, 
he  followed  his  chum  down  the  rickety  stair- 
case and  into  the  street. 

The  Opera  House  was  lighted  by  means  of 
kerosene  lamps  with  shining  tin  reflectors  placed 
behind  them,  and  by  their  aid  quite  a respecta- 
ble throng,  for  such  a town,  was  seen  swarming 
inside,  eager  to  participate  in  the  evening’s  en- 
joyment. 

Dick  and  Jack  took  their  seats  fifteen  minutes 
b efore  the  time  for  the  curtain  to  rise,  or  rather. 
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to  part,  for  it  was  suspended  from  a wire  and 
was  operated  by  pulling  two  cords  from  behind 
the  scenes.  During  this  interval  they  had  plenty 
of  time  to  look  about  them.  The  small  hall 
was  filled  to  the  utmost  and  it  probably  glad- 
dened the  professor’s  heart,  as  each  person  rep- 
resented twenty-five  cents  in  cash.  Nearly  all 
of  the  spectators  were  boys  from  the  Academy 
but  there  was  a goodly  sprinkling  of  ladies  and 
farmers’  sons,  who  lived  about  the  neighbor- 
hood. 

After  a few  moments  the  curtains  parted  and 
the  professor,  a large,  powerful  man,  whose 
name,  by  the  way,  was  Hill,  came  forward 
and  began  his  introductory  speech. 

“ Ladies  and  gentlemen,  you  have  probably 
all  seen  by  the  bill-boards  what  I am  going  to 
do  to-night,  but,  for  the  benefit  of  those  who 
have  not,  1 will  explain.  First  I will  perform 
a few  sleight-of-hand  tricks,  then  I will  hypnot- 
ize a few  people  selected  at  random  from  the 
audience,  and  lastly  will  show  my  great  chest 
expansion.  Moreover,  to  anyone  who  can 
show  a better  chest  than  I possess,  I will  give 
fifteen  dollars.” 

This  was  followed  by  hand-clapping,  and 
yells  from  the  students. 

“ Now,  young  gentlemen,”  he  continued, 
“ if  you  will  kindly  remain  quiet  for  a few  mo- 
ments I will  perform  my  first  trick.  Is  there 
anyone  here  who  will  loan  me  a pocket-hand- 
kerchief ? ’ ’ 

A farmer’s  son,  anxious  to  share  in  the  glory 
of  the  trick,  wildly  brandished  a red  bandana 
amid  the  yells  of  the  students. 

“I  am  afraid  that  will  hardly  do,”  said  the 
professor.  “ What  I wish  is  a small  handker- 
chief.” 

A young  lady  near  the  two  room-mates 
timidly  rose  and  offered  a silk  handkerchief  to 
the  magician,  which  was  accepted. 

The  professor  then  thrust  it  into  a cone-like 
piece  of  tin  protruding  from  the  muzzle  of  a 
revolver,  which  he  fired  off  in  the  air.  Then, 


asking  some  one  to  hand  him  a small  box  which 
hung  from  a string  in  the  midst  of  the  audience, 
he  opened  it  with  a key  which  he  took  from 
his  pocket,  and  brought  forth  the  lady’s  hand- 
kerchief, as  good  as  ever. 

After  a few  tricks  of  this  sort  the  professor 
said  that  he  would  hypnotize  some  one.  He 
displayed  his  power  upon  one  of  the  students, 
making  him  eat  corn-starch  on  the  pretence 
that  it  was  ice-cream,  greatly  to  the  delight  of 
his  companions. 

Then  he  removed  his  coat,  vest  and  shirt. 
He  really  did  expand  his  chest  to  an  alarming 
degree  and  Jack  and  Dick  went  home  well 
pleased  with  the  night’s  entertainment. 

The  next  day  Jack  learned  from  a school- 
mate that  Mr.  Hill  was  going  to  stop  over  for 
another  night  and  give  his  exhibition  once 
more. 

After  school  was  over  for  the  day,  and  the 
two  chums  were  walking  home  together.  Jack 
said  to  Dick,  “ Say,  you  know  how  the  profes- 
sor made  Spalding  take  off  only  his  coat  and 
vest  when  he  was  competing  with  him  last 
night  ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Well,  why  couldn’t  we  rig  up  a kind  of  a 
thing-a-ma-jig  made  of  rubber  that  would  swell 
up  and  look  as  if  you  were  expanding  your 
chest  ? ” 

“ Pshaw,  you’re  daffy.  You  couldn’t  do 
it  in  a month  of  Sundays.” 

“ No,  I’m  not.  I mean  just  what  I say. 
I’m  pretty  sure  I could  fix  up  something  like 
the  bladder  of  a foot-ball  and  have  it  tied 
around  next  to  the  body  and  then  have  some- 
thing to  inflate  it  with  whenever  you  wanted 
to.” 

“ Oh,  cut  it  out,”  said  Dick  in  disgust, 
“ vou  need  to  go  up-stairs  and  plug  a little  on 
‘ Pious  Aeneas  ’ and  you’ll  get  over  it  all 
right.” 

“ Well,  I mean  to  ask  Mr.  Levitt  about  it 
anyhow,”  said  Jack,  “ He  used  to  be  a manu- 
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facturing  magician,  you  know.  He’d  know 
whether  we  could  do  it  or  not.  Let’s  go  over 
after  lunch.” 

Dick  said  that  he  would  go  over  just  to  see 
Jack  get  a call-down. 

After  a hurried  meal,  they  hastened  over  to 
Mr.  Levitt’s  house  to  learn  his  opinion. 

“ Certainly  it  might  be  done,”  he  said,  to 
the  breathless  boys  before  him,  “ but  what  on 
earth  do  you  want  to  do  it  for,  anyway  ? ” 

The  boys  explained  the  matter  to  him  and 
the  result  was  that  he  readily  entered  into  the 
spirit  of  their  plan. 

“ Of  course  we  wouldn’t  take  the  money  he 
offers,”  Jack  said,  “ but  we  just  want  to  do  it 
for  sport.  How  much  do  you  think  it  will 
take  to  make  it  ? ” 

“Oh,  I’ll  attend  to  that  part  of  it,”  Mr. 
Levitt  replied,  “ come  back  about  seven  o’clock 
this  evening  and  I will  have  the  apparatus  all 
ready  for  you  to  try  on.” 

“ Thank  you,  sir,”  cried  both  boys  at  once, 
making  a dash  for  the  door. 

During  the  afternoon  word  spread  around 
among  the  boys  that  something  mysterious  was 
going  to  happen  at  the  performance  that  night, 
and  nearly  every  fellow  promised  to  be  on 
hand. 

As  for  the  boys,  they  could  hardly  wait  for 
the  afternoon  to  go  by,  and  seven  o’clock  found 
them  standing  on  Mr.  Levitt’ t piazza. 

“ Come  in,  bovs,  come  in,”  he  said,  in  re- 
sponse to  their  knocks.  “ I’ve  got  it  all  fixed 
up  ready  to  work  and  it’s  great.  Come  and 
try  it  on.” 

While  lack  was  stripping  himself  of  his  up- 
per garments,  Mr.  Levitt  brought  forth  a cu- 
rious rubber  article  with  straps  and  a long 
rubber  tube  connecting  it  with  something  re- 
sembling a small  bicycle  pump.  Laving  this 
contrivance  against  Jack’s  chest,  he  buckled 
two  straps  over  his  shoulders  and  underneath 
his  arms,  and  another  around  his  body  a short 
distance  above  his  waist.  Then  he  cut  a small 


hole  in  his  trousers’s  pocket  and  slipped  the 
pump  into  it. 

“ Now,”  said  Mr.  Levitt,  “ when  you 
press  that  plunger  down,  which  you  see  at  the 
end  of  the  pump,  the  rubber  bag  or  balloon  will 
fill  with  air.  When  you  wish  it  to  stop,  press 
that  little  plug  there,  and  if  you  keep  on  press- 
ing it  your  * chest  ’ will  become  gradually 
flattened.  Only  be  sure  to  press  it  when  you 
wish  it  to  stop,  because  if  you  do  not,  your 
‘ chest  ’ will  probably  explode,  and  with  un- 
pleasant results.” 

The  boys  were  at  the  Opera  House  early 
that  evening  in  order  to  secure  good  seats. 
The  hall  was  packed  and  there  was  much 
chuckling  and  whispering  among  the  students. 
Shortly  after  the  performance  began,  Mr.  Lev- 
itt came  in,  and  room  was  made  for  him  be- 
side Jack. 

Never  had  a show  seemed  to  drag  along  so 
slowly.  It  seemed  ages  to  the  initiated  ones. 
Finally,  however,  the  professor  began  to  “ show 
off”  his  expansion  and  jack  coolly  announced 
that  he  wished  to  compete  with  him.  The 
excitement  had  now  become  intense  and  the 
silence  was  broken  only  by  the  deep  tones  of 
the  professor.  Two  men  were  chosen  to  hold 
the  tape-measures  which  were  to  decide  who 
was  the  victor. 

Jack  took  his  place  beside  the  professor,  and 
Dick,  for  he  was  one  of  the  two  chosen,  placed 
the  tape  around  his  chest. 

At  the  word  they  commenced  to  expand  ; 
Jack’s  right  hand  had  already  sought  his  pocket. 
Glancing  sideways  at  the  professor  he  saw  that 
he  was  becoming  red  in  the  face,  then  he  re- 
membered to  hold  his  own  breath.  Larger 
and  larger  grew  his  chest,  but  just  as  large  grew 
the  professor’s. 

“ For  Heaven’s  sake.  Jack,”  whispered 
Dick,  “ cut  it  short  or  you’ll  — ” 

Two  simultaneous  explosions  seemed  to  rend 
the  pent-up  air  of  the  Opera  House. 

The  professor  had  also  had  a rubber  chest  ! 

W.  F.  T.,  ’04. 
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A NIGHT  IN  A COUNTRY  CHURCH 


IT  was  a blustering  evening  outside,  but  in 
the  club-house  we  had  managed  to  have  a 
pleasant  time,  entirely  forgetful  of  the 
stormy  homeward  journey  which  awaited  us  at 
its  close.  Now  the  circle  around  the  fire  was 
reluctantly  breaking  up,  each  member  seeking 
his  coat  and  hat.  Even  after  we  had  taken 
down  our  coats,  we  delayed  putting  them  on, 
still  lingering  in  the  cheery  warmth  of  the  club- 
room  ; and  at  last  some  one  suggested  that  we 
have  one  more  story.  Laughingly  we  drew  our 
chairs  about  the  fire  again,  looking  toward  the 
man  to  whom  the  duty  of  entertaining  us  fell — — 
we  passed  our  evenings  seated  together  thus, 
each  one,  in  turn,  telling  some  story  or  singing 
some  song.  This  time,  it  fell  to  one  of  the 
older  members  to  amuse  us  ; he  was  a man 
who  had  travelled  abroad,  and  was  full  of 
stories  and  legends  of  the  places  which  he  had 
seen.  His  stories  were  always  looked  forward 
to  with  pleasure,  so  now  all  leaned  forward  ex- 
pectantly to  hear  his  tale.  Here  it  is,  just  as 
he  told  it  : — 

“In  my  various  travels,  I have  been  forced 
to  spend  many  nights  in  uncomfortable  situa- 
tions ; once  I wandered  about  for  hours  in  a 
snow-storm  ; once  I got  lost  in  a forest  ; but  I 
confess,  and  I can  do  it  without  shame,  that 
the  worst  night  I ever  spent  was  in  a country 
church.  I am  familiar  with  the  forest  at  night, 
but  I am  not  in  the  habit  of  wandering  around 
in  churches  after  the  lights  are  out  and  every 
one  else  has  gone  home. 

“ The  way  I happened  to  get  into  such  a 
predicament  was  this.  It  was  during  my  sec- 
ond trip  abroad,  and  I was  visiting  England. 
I had  grown  tired  of  the  continual  rush  of  sight- 
seeing, and  had  decided  to  spend  a week  or  two 
in  the  country,  studying  the  home-life  of  the 
peasants,  and  getting  a new  stock  o-f  local  le- 
gends,— I always  was  great  on  legends,  you 
know.  Well,  I found  a quiet,  little  village 


that  just  suited  me,  and  hastened  to  get  lodg- 
ings with  one  of  the  private  families.  I don’t 
think  I ever  enjoyed  myself  more  than  during 
that  week.  I spent  my  time  in  taking  long 
tramps  into  the  surrounding  country,  and  chat- 
ting with  the  ‘ oldest  inhabitants,’  and  at  the 
end  of  the  week,  I had  gathered  enough  super- 
stitions and  strange  stories  to  fill  a book — I 
really  think  I’ll  publish  them  some  day.  Sun- 
day evening  arrived,  and  I decided  to  go  to  the 
service,  for  there  I should  be  sure  to  see  all 
sorts  of  people,  and  could  observe  and  compare 
them. 

“ About  ten  minutes  later,  I found  myself 
seated  in  a dark  corner  of  the  village  church,  a 
richly  decorated  building  for  that  part  of  the 
country,  where  I could  see  all,  and  yet  not  be 
seen.  My  eyes  were  kept  busy  until  the 
service  began,  and  then  I tried  to  concen- 
trate my  attention  on  that.  The  sermon  could 
not  have  been  very  interesting,  however,  for  I 
fell  asleep  during  the  discourse,  and  knew  noth- 
ing more  until  I awoke  and  found  myself  in  the 
dark. 

“The  exit  of  the  congregation  must  have 
aroused  me,  for  I distinctly  remember  hearing 
the  door  shut  with  a bang  and  the  grating  of 
rusty  locks.  I was  a little  dazed  but  quickly 
gathered  my  senses,  and  hearing  the  steps  of 
some  lingering  villagers  on  the  path  outside  I 
started,  without  further  thought,  to  let  them 
know  I was  locked  in.  I jumped  up,  knocking 
over  something  with  a crash,  in  my  wild  haste, 
and  called  to  them  with  all  the  strength  of  my 
lungs  ; but,  alas,  this  was  a fatal  error,  as  I 
found  out  to  my  sorrow.  When  I had  shouted 
myself  out  of  breath,  I stopped  to  listen.  All 
I could  hear  was  the  quickly  receding  footsteps 
of  the  frightened  rustics,  hastening  down  the 
farther  end  of  the  path.  Here  was  a predica- 
ment, and  I became  more  flurried. 

“ In  my  confusion,  my  one  thought  was  that 
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I must  get  to  the  door  immediately.  I started 
oft',  as  luck  would  have  it,  in  the  wrong  direction, 
and  had  not  taken  more  than  five  steps  when  I 
ran  into  a pillar  with  a shock  that  nearly  knocked 
me  down.  After  wandering  about  for  what 
seemed  half  an  hour,  at  least,  although  probably 
only  five  or  ten  minutes,  I began  to  have  a pro- 
found respect  for  the  place.  When  I had  en- 
tered it  that  evening,  I would  not  have  believed 
that  it  was  large  enough  to  hold  half  the  hard 
objects  which  I had  run  against  in  my  short 
ramble.  It  is  a long  path  that  has  no  turning, 
however,  and  at  length  I came  out  near  the 
massive  door,  only  to  find  it  securely  locked.  I 
stooped  and  looked  through  the  keyhole  ; all 
was  dark  save  where,  in  the  distance,  the  bright 
beams  of  an  occasional  light  shone  out  into  the 
night.  In  spite  of  my  position,  I smiled  as  I 
thought  of  the  frightened  villagers. 

“ After  all,  I was  not  in  such  a bad  fix.  1 
slowly  made  my  way  to  the  nearest  pew  and 
lay  down  on  the  soft  cushions. 

“For  a long  time  J lay  wide  awake,  staring 
up  at  the  ceiiing,  my  mind  recurring  persis- 
tently to  former  scenes  of  my  life  ; particulars 
forgotten  long  ago  came  thronging  back  to  me, 
but  at  last  I must  have  gone  to  sleep,  for  the 
next  thing  I remember  was  being  suddenly  star- 
tled from  unconsciousness  by  the  wailing  of  the 
wind  outside.  At  first  I could  not  recollect 
where  I was,  and  when  I did  recall  mv  situa- 
tion, I was  not  much  reassured.  I shuddered, 
and  cowered  closer  against  the  pew,  as  I looked 
on  the  weird  sights  about  me.  Ail  the  beauty 
of  the  little  church  was  transformed  to  ghostly 
whiteness  by  the  pale,  cold  light  of  the  moon. 
Ranged  along  the  side  walls  were  the  carved 
figures  on  the  old  tombs,  beautiful  in  the  warm 
sunlight,  but  now  looking  like  tall,  gaunt  spec- 
tres. One  of  them,  the  figure  of  a knight,  was 
made  especially  ghastly  by  the  blood-red  reflec- 
tion which  fell  on  it  from  a stained-glass  win- 
dow above.  The  knight  stood  out  alone  tall, 
white,  and  motionless,  leaning  on  his  sword, 


his  expressionless  eyes  turned  upward  as  if  in 
pain,  while  the  shadow  fell  on  his  breast,  as  if 
from  that  red  stain  his  very  life-blood  was  pour- 
ing forth.  The  cold,  white  marble  in  the  aisle 
was  continually  crossed  by  black,  fleeting  shad- 
ows from  the  flying  clouds  without.  In  the 
belfry  overhead  the  wind  wailed  and  sobbed, 
the  windows  rattled  and  shook.  Although  I 
am  not  at  all  superstitious,  I almost  believed 
myself  in  some  ghastly  assembly,  risen  at  the 
call  of  the  wild  wind. 

“ I sat  huddled  up,  scarcely  daring  to 
breathe.  Even  after  I had  found  natural  causes 
for  the  ghastly  sights  and  sounds,  still  1 felt  a 
strange  awe  of  them  ; still  1 started  at  some 
quickly  moving  shadows,  a sudden  sight  of  white 
figures,  or  an  unusually  loud  rattle  of  the  win- 
dows. All  night  I sat  there  apprehending, 
glancing  at  the  white  forms  around  me,  and 
staring  into  the  deep  gloom  of  the  far  corners, 
fearfully  watching  the  gliding  shadows  and  lis- 
tening to  the  wailing  wind.  The  moon 
dropped  lower  and  lower,  and  finally  left  me 
in  darkness,  still  watching  the  dimly  outlined 
figures,  more  fearful  in  that  vague  dusk  than  in 
the  ghastly  moonlight.  How  long  I sat  there 
thus,  I do  not  know,  but  at  last,  I became 
aware  of  a growing  light.  Gradually  it  grew, 
and  just  as  the  sun  leaped  above  the  hills,  flood- 
ing everything  with  his  glad  light,  just  as  the 
birds  began  to  sing  and  all  things  were  spring- 
ing into  life,  there  was  a rattle  of  keys  in  the 
lock,  and  the  door  swung  open  disclosing  to  me 
the  anxious  faces  of  my  host  and  a party  of  his 
friends,  who  had  been  searching  for  me  half  the 
night.  ” 

The  story-teller  ceased,  and  we  reluctantly 
left  the  fire  and  went  out  into  the  stormy  night 
to  fight  our  several  ways  homeward. 

R.  T.  P.,  ’05. 

Bos  sternitur. 

The  ox  is  laid  out. 
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THE  boys  of  this  school  published  eight 
papers  before  The  Register  was 
started. 

“ The  Literary  Journal,"  — May  9,  1829, 
and  every  Saturday  until  August  8 of  the  same 
year. 

“ The  Rising  Sun,"  — 184s'. 

“ The  Gleaner," — 1845.  Fifty  numbers  at 
one  cent  per  copy. 

“ The  Bedford  St.  Budget,"  — 1846-8. 

“ The  Rivulet," — 1846-8. 

“ The  Juvenile  Gazette,"  — 1848. 

“ The  Streamlet,”  — 1848. 

None  of  these  appear  to  have  been  strictly 
school  papers.  The  first  received  contributions 
entirely  from  sources  unconnected  with  the 
school,  and  made  no  mention  of  school  matters 
whatever.  Not  until  after  the  war,  about 
1 866,  was  any  further  school  publications  at- 
tempted. Then  “ The  Satchel " appeared. 
It  was  an  excellent  little  paper,  but  after  the 
graduation  of  its  editorial  staff  it  was  not  con- 
tinued. In  1881  the  first  number  of  the 
Lattn  School  Register  was  published. 
The  introductory  editorial  was  in  part  as  fol 
lows  : “ In  presenting  the  Register  to  the 
Latin  School,  a few  words  concerning  our 
design  in  its  publication  are  necessary.  It  is 


our  intention  to  edit  a paper  that  will  both 
benefit  and  amuse  ; that  will  bring  the  boys 
into  closer  relationship,  and  make  them  realize 
that  they  are  the  common  children  of  the  old- 
est, grandest,  and  most  renowned  school  in  the 
world.  As  the  name  of  our  journal  implies, 
we  intend  to  keep  a register  of  all  the  events 
which  we  think  will  interest  those  who  are,  or 
have  been,  connected  with  the  school.” 

In  entering  on  the  twenty-third  volume  of 
the  Register,  we  may  well  quote  the  words 
of  the  founders  of  the  paper.  Our  objects  are, 
in  the  main,  the  same  ; but  of  course  we  hope 
that,  by  profiting  by  the  errors  and  successes 
of  the  previous  editors,  we  may  give  the  school 
a better  paper  than  they  have  ever  had  before. 
We  wish  to  assure  both  old  readers  and  new 
that  we  have  at  heart  only  the  best  interests  of 
our  school  and  of  the  paper.  We  ask  that  our 
classmates  of  1904  and  the  other  members  of  the 
school  will  support  The  Register  during  this 
year  as  loyally  and  as  actively  as  they  have  in 
previous  years. 

J- 

On  returning  to  school  this  Fall,  we  found 
many  changes  had  been  made.  In  the  first 
place,  the  wood-work  all  over  the  building  had 
been  painted  a very  dark  green  color,  which 
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some  even  called  black.  The  walls  above  the 
wood-work  were  colored  a lighter  green,  so 
that  the  effect  in  the  corridors  and  recitation 
rooms  was  very  dark.  The  lockers  had  been 
removed  from  the  rooms,  and  the  basement 
filled  with  them.  Modern  plumbing,  including 
shower  baths  in  the  football  room,  had  been  in- 
stalled. We  understand  these  repairs  cost  over 
$30,000. 

As  the  days  have  passed  and  opportunity 
has  been  given  for  testing  the  practicabily  of 
these  arrangements,  many  adverse  criticisms 
have  reached  us.  Nearly  all  are  displeased 
with  the  “ funeral  tints”  which  are  so  much 
in  evidence.  A physician  has  declared  them 
in  his  opinion,  injuries  to  the  eyes.  Confusion 
arises  in  the  lunch-room  through  great  lack  of 
space.  The  ample  space  which  formerly  went 
a long  way  toward  offsetting  the  other  disad- 
vantages in  the  lunch  room  is  now  filled  with 
lockers,  so  that  it  is  necessary  to  use  the  drum 
room  as  an  outlet.  Many  have  said  that  they 
consider  it  a waste  of  money,  and  that  they 
know  of  plenty  of  needy  students  whom  the 
city  could  have  made  excellent  scholars  with  a 
small  portion  of  that  sum. 

However,  there  is  another  side  to  the  matter. 
Jt  seems  to  us,  as  to  all,  that  a far  better  re- 
sult would  have  been  obtained  had  others  been 
consulted,  but  our  familiarity  with  the  former 
colors  doubtless  has  much  to  do  with  our  dis- 
like for  the  present  sombre  tints.  Then  again, 
plumbing  is  proverbially  a costly  thing,  and 
much  of  the  money  was  probablv  expended  in 
this  direction;  and,  finally,  we  should  be  grate- 
ful that  the  city  sufficienty  appreciated  the 
importance  of  the  Boston  Latin  School  to 
appropriate  so  large  a sum  for  the  improvement 
of  its  building. 

The  Register  is  deprived  of  a large  amount 
of  valuable  material  because  boys  do  not  try  to 
write  ; but  more  frequently  because  aspirants 
to  literary  honor  attempt  something  which  even 
men  of  age  and  experience  could  do  only 


with  difficulty.  We  do  not  expect  that  all  our 
contributions  will  be  either  deep,  mournful,  or 
blood-thirsty  ; of  course,  we  do  not  say  this  to 
discourage  any  one  who  has  written  or  intends 
to  write  some  good  piece  somewhat  sad  or 
deep  ; for  some  of  the  greatest  works  in  litera- 
ture are  both,  but  we  believe  that  the  majority 
of  our  readers  are  much  more  interested  in 
bright,  cleverly-written  poems  or  stories,  or 
carefully  prepared  articles,  illustrated  perhaps 
with  a good  photograph;  and  we  shall  give 
perference  to  pieces  which  are  in  accordance 
with  this  belief. 

J- 

We  have  noticed  a constantly  increasing  in- 
terest among  the  pupils  and  teachers  of  the 
school  in  the  study  of  birds,  and  it  is  with  great 
pleasure  that  we  watch  its  development. 
There  is  no  branch  of  nature  study  which  offers 
more  pleasure  and  profit  than  Ornithology  ; the 
birds  about  us  are  found  to  have  a really  human 
interest,  aside  from  the  delight  they  afford  us 
with  beauty  of  plumage  and  song.  Not  only 
is  it  a pleasure  to  name  the  birds  which  are 
about  us  every  day  in  the  year,  and  to  distin- 
guish one  song  from  another,  but  it  becomes  at 
length  a deeper  love  which  leads  to  the  heart 
of  Nature.  Of  course,  the  purely  physical 
benefit  to  be  derived  from  a study  which  keeps 
one  in  the  open  air,  and  trains  keeness  of  ear 
and  the  power  of  observation,  is  very  great. 
Any  one  in  the  school  who  finds  himself  in  any 
w'ay  troubled  in  matters  of  identification,  or  in 
the  choice  of  birding-places  will  find  the  Editor- 
in-Chief always  ready  to  help  him.  We  hope 
this  study  will  become  more  and  more  popular 
until  the  person  who  can  correctly  identify  a 
score  of  our  native  birds  will  be  the  rule  rather 
than  the  exception. 

We  wish  especially  to  thank  the  members  of 
the  class  of  1909  for  the  support  they  have 
given  the  Register  by  subscribing.  We  only 
wish  the  other  classes  would  do  as  well. 
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THE  KING’ 

S HIGHWAY 

Stretching  out  onward  past  forest  and  lake. 

III. 

Through  the  darkness  of  night  or  the  bright 

Now  comes  the  stage  with  rattle  and  crash. 

light  of  day. 

Level  and  smooth,  without  turning  or  break. 
Straight  as  a dart  goes  the  king’s  highway. 

The  horn  blows  shrill  and  the  horses  neigh  ; 
They  pause  a moment,  then  off  they  dash. 

And  vanish  from  sight  on  the  king’s  high- 

I. 

way. 

IV. 

The  air  is  fragrant  and  fresh  and  cool. 

On  a nearby  tree  the  squirrels  play  ; 

The  fishes  dart  in  a shady  pool. 

And  the  day  breaks  fair  on  the  king’s  high- 

The  children  come  from  school  set  free. 

All  so  happy  and  bright  and  gay  ; 

They  laugh  with  unaffected  glee 

As  they  scurry  home  on  the  king’s  highway. 

way. 

11. 

V. 

The  farmers  all  appear  in  sight 

Now  from  afar  the  curfew  rings 

With  scythe  in  hand  ; on  such  a day 

The  sky  puts  on  its  robe  of  gray  ; 

Living  is  nothing  but  sheer  delight. 

To  his  mate  in  her  nest  the  whip-poor-will 

And  the  sun  shines  bright  on  the  king’s 

sings. 

highway. 

And  the  shadows  fall  on  the  king’s  highway. 

Stretching  out  onward  past  forest  and  lake. 

Through  the  darkness  of  the  night. 

Level  and  smooth  without  turning  or  break. 

Straight  as  a dart  goes  the  king’s  highway. 

ROWING 


On  July  2,  the  B.  A.  A.  eight  defeated  the 
Central  High  School  crew  at  the  “ American 
Henley,”  near  Philadelphia.  Comstock,  the 
crack  bow  oar  of  our  crew,  held  the  same 
position  in  the  B.  A.  A.  eights.  At  the 
start,  Comstock  jumped  his  slide  and  the 
boats  were  recalled.  After  this  everything 
went  well,  and  the  Boston  crew  soon  pulled 
ahead,  and  immediately  showed  the  superiority 
of  their  stroke.  Before  the  line  was  crossed 
somebody  fired  a pistol  and  the  crew  thought 
the  race  was  over  ; but  the  boat  drifted  across 


the  line.  If  this  had  not  happened  the  Boston 
eight  would  have  won  a greater  margin  ; as  it 
was,  however,  they  were  five  seconds  ahead. 
The  Boston  Interscholastic  Crew  was  made  up 
as  follows  : — Stroke,  S.  W.  Blenn  ; No.  7, 
Hopewell;  No.  6,  T.  Gringe;  No.  5,  A.  Ellis; 
No.  4,  H.  Kregman  ; No.  3,  R.  L.  Wood- 
bury ; No.  2,  E.  Farley  ; bow,  W.  B.  Com- 
stock ; cox.,  R.  V.  Arnold. 

J- 

Gerus  virum  truncis. 

Race  of  men  with  headless  trunks. 
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FOOT  BALL 


The  outlook  for  the  foot-ball  team  is  very 
bright  this  year.  Captain  Edwards  has  engaged 
the  Locust  Street  Grounds,  and  practice  is  well 
under  way.  The  team  has  a great  record  to 
live  up  to,  and  it  needs  the  support  of  the  entire 
school.  We  do  not  ask  the  fellows  to  attend 
the  games  ; you  are  Latin  School  boys,  and  it  is 
your  duty  to  support  the  team  at  every  game. 

The  schedule  is  not  quite  complete,  but  as  it 
now  stands  it  is  : 

Groton,  Sept.  30,  Groton. 

Mechanics  Arts,  Oct.  6,  Charles  River  Park. 


Pomfret  Oct.  10,  Pomfret. 

Somerville,  Oct.  13,  Somerville. 

Salem,  Oct.  17,  Salem. 

Dorchester,  Oct.  20,  Dorchester. 

Bridgewater,  Oct.  24,  Bridgewater. 

Medford,  Oct.  28,  Medford. 

Brookline,  Nov.  3. 

Newton,  Nov.  6. 

“ Hoppy,”  Nov.  10. 

Cambridge  Latin,  Nov.  17,  Charles  River  Park. 
Knglish  High,  Nov.  26,  South  End. 


TENNIS 


Last  Spring’s  tournament  has  not  yet  been 
finished.  It  is  expected  that  it  will  be  finished 
this  week,  however.  Those  left  in  the  singles 
and  doubles  are  as  follows  : — 

Singles. 

Finals.  Challenge  match. 

Marks  / N.  Niles. 

Westfall  ) 

Doubles. 

Finals. 

N.  Niles  and  D.  Niles  ) Winner. 

Marks  and  Westfall  ) 

Although  it  was  decided  last  year  that  a 
challenge  round  would  be  played,  the  winner 
challenging  N.  Niles,  the  winner  of  last  Fall’s 
tournament,  this  Fall  it  has  been  decided 
that  the  tournament  will  have  no  challenge 
round,  N.  Niles  playing  as  in  any  tournament. 
N.  Niles  won  the  Harvard  Interscholastic 
Tennis  tournament.  He  played  at  Newport, 
but  was  beaten  by  Behr,  from  Princeton,  in  the 
finals.  W.,  ’05. 


Although  at  the  going  to  press  of  The  Reg- 
ister the  entrances  for  the  Tennis  Tournament 
are  not  many,  it  is  hoped  that  many  more  will 
have  entered  bv  Friday.  The  entrances,  re- 
ceived up  to  Monday,  are  as  follows  : — 

Singles. 

Rogers,  Wise,  Vickery,  Marks,  Wendemuth, 
Paul,  Sweetser,  Stewart,  D.  Niles,  Comstock, 
Tenney,  Barrow,  MofFett,  Emery,  Burlingame, 
McShane,  N.  Niles,  Westfall,  Parker. 

Doubles. 

Rogers  and  Wise,  Tenney  and  Paul,  Somes 
and  Comstock,  Merrill  and  Gordon,  N.  Niles 
and  D.  Niles,  Marks  and  Westfall. 

Niles  defeated  Holden  of  the  Quincy  Tennis 
Club  in  the  finals  of  the  Club’s  annual  tourna- 
ment. The  score  was  1 — 6,  6 — 1,  6 — 2, 
6 — 4.  By  this  victory  Niles  takes  the  cup, 
and  adds  one  more  victory  to  his  constantly- 
increasing  list.  The  school  takes  pride  in  his 
success. 
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Another  Waterloo 


JOHN  C.  GERWE 

Custom 

Tailor 


Physical 

Training 

IS  NEEDED  BY 

EVERY  YOUNG  MAN 


AND  REPAIRING  OF  ALL  KINDS 

2 Province  Court,  Boston 


Bent  & Bush 


15  School  Street 

Boston 

DRILL  CAPS 
EMBROIDERIES 
CLASS  PINS 


Designs  and  Estimates  furnished 


whether  an  athlete  or  not 

WHY  GET  INFERIOR  WORK? 

when  you  can  have  the  best  at 
moderate  cost  in  the 

PHYSICAL  DEPARTMENT 

OF  THE 

Boston  Young  Men’s 
Christian  Association 

BOYLSTON  AND  BERKELEY  STS. 


SUMMER  CAMP  ALSO 


Call  or  send  for  Prospectus  to  GEORGl!  W. 
MEHAFFEY,  General  Secretary  " 


1 
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Preparatory  School 

116  Dartmouth  Street,  Boston 

PRIVATE  TUTORING  IN  LATIN,  GREEK,  ENGLISH, 

ELOCUTION,  ETC. 


BOSTON  YOUNG  MEN’S 
CHRISTIAN  UNION 


48  BOYLSTON  STREET,  (Next  Hotel  Touraine) 
Membership,  $1.00  Per  Year 


Evening:  Classes,  Weekly  Entertainments, 
Illustrated  Lectures,  Public 
Religious  Services,  Etc. 

Library,  over  16,600  vols.  Telephone,  Oxford  123 
Gymnasium,  #5.00  and  $8.00  per  year 
WM.  H.  BALDWIN,  President  GEORGE  PEIRCE,  Secretary 


ESTABLISHED  1840 

Iver  Johnson  Sporting 
Goods  Co. 

Successors  to  John  P.  Lovell  Arms  Co. 

Manufacturers,  Importers, 
Wholesalers,  Retailers 

SPORTING  GOODS 

Outfitters  for  Boston  Latin 

Telephone,  126  Main 

163  and  165  Washington  Street,  Boston 


J.  FRANK  FACEY 
Printer 

36  Prospect  Street,  Cambridgeport 

Telephone  1265-3 


All  kinds  of  School  and  Society- 
Printing 


PHOTO  ERA 

The  American  Journal  of  Photography 

IS  PUBLISHED  IN  THE  INTEREST  OF  PHOTOGRAPHERS 
B00KL0VERS  AND  EDUCATIONAL  WORKERS 

Who  are  ambitious  to  do  a bit  better  than  others  are  doing  along  the  lines  of  Photography  and 
Art.  The  articles  are  of  the  right  kind — not  too  long — and  are  filled  with  the  latest  practical 
advice  and  suggestion.  They  are  simple,  friendly  talks  that  inspire  and  stimulate  to  better 
things.  The  price  is  twenty-five  cents  a copy,  or  two  dollars  and  fifty  cents  a year. 

PHOTO  ERA  PUBLISHING  CO.,  170  Summer  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 

Please  mention  the  REGISTER  when  you  patronize  advertisers 
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The  Only  Up-to-Date  Picture  Store  in  this  Section  of  the  City 

SOUTH  END  PICTURE  STORE 

199  WEST  NEWTON  STREET,  BOSTON 

(Opposite  Little  Wanderers’  Home) 

Oil  Paintings,  Water  Colors,  Etchings,  Etc  Fine  Line  of  Sporting  Pictures 

Artistic  Frames  to  order 


New  York  Philadelphia  Buffalo 

REMEMBER 

The  Sphinx 

$2.00  Hat 

Over  100  Styles  worn  by  the  most  fastidious 
dressers  who  appreciate  a good  thing 
at  a sensible  price 


Made  in  our  own  Factory 
Danbury,  Conn. 


BOSTON  STORE 

412  WASHINGTON  STREET 


Poole’s  Orchestra 

LOUIS  S.  POOLE,  Manager 

No.  180  Tremont  Street,  Boston 

Telephone,  1074  Oxford.  Room  3 
Office  Hours  1 to  4 p.  M. 

77—  ■ — = ; 

W]%e  Quality  of  our 
work  has  made  our 
RJR  P U TAT  i O N 

77  We^rn  a 

Ll1\!E  cuts  half-tones 

WOODCUTS  COLOfCCUTS 
AND  ELECT  R_ O TYPES 

SUFFOLK  ENCRAV1NC  AND 
ELECTROTYPING  COMPANY 
234 CONGRESS  STREET  BOSTON 
ENGRAVERS  FOR  REGISTER 


JOHN  B.  FITZPATRICK 
Real  Estate  and  Insurance  Agency 
23  Court  Street 

Telephone,  1410,  Boston 


SEWING  MACHINES 

THE  T\  _ hi  n nflji  Lock  Stitch  and  Chain  Stitch,  two 

CELEBRATED  •L'UmekLlt  Machines  in  one,  and  the 

Light  Running  New  Home 

The  Domestic  and  the  New  Home  have  been  the  Leaders  in  every  great  improvement  that 
has  been  made  in  Family  Sewing  Machines  for  a third  of  a century.  Sold  without  the  aid 
of  canvassers.  Warranted  and  Kept  in  Order  Ten  Years.  Sold  for  cash  or  on  instalments. 
Old  machines  taken  in  exchange  as  part  payment.  Needles  and  Oil  for  all  machines.  Sew- 
ing machines  rented.  All  makes  repaired. 

In  Our  Japanese  Department  can  be  found  a very  choice  assortment  of  China  Novelties  in  the 
newest  Decorations.  Very  appropriate  for  Gifts  or  whist  prizes.  Telephone,  1352  Oxford 

c.  c.  BOWLES  & CO.,  grSi”EL.A.'“j.rt.n,  19  Avon  Street 
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JOHN  FERRIN,  Ph.  G. 
Apothecary 

Complete  Line  ol  Toilet  Articles  and  Sundries 

735  Tremont  Street 
180  Boylston  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 


YOUNG  MEN’S  CAPS 

Very  Strong  Line  for  50  Cents 

Monograms  and  Letters  at  lowest  prices  to 
Clubs  and  Schools 

SCHOOL 
SOFT 
HATS 


Young  Men’s  White  Wash  Vests,  f i.io 
Shirts,  2 pair  Cuffs,  $1.00 


0 


Washington  Street,  Boston 

3 doors  Sooth  of  Boylston  St.  Open  Evenings 

u.  holzer  Bookbinder 

Binds  and  Repairs  all 
kinds  of  Books 

25  Bromfield  Street 


WE  ARE 
HEADQUARTERS 

for  Uniforms 
and  their  accessories 

Our  particular  strong  point  is  the 
snappy  character  of  our  |i5.oo  suits  for 
young  men. 

Your  appearance  will  be  faultless  if 
your  clothes  are 

MADE  BY 


BOSTON.  MA55. 

I3i~137  Washington  Street 

Corner  Brattle 


Boston  University 
School  of  Medicine 

Advanced  and  thorough  methods  of  instruc- 
tion. A broad  and  comprehensive  curriculum. 
Exceptionally  high  standard  results  in  small 
classes  and  makes  possible  unusually  extensive 
laboratory  and  clinical  facilities;  upwards  of 
50,000  hospital  and  dispensary  patients  being 
annually  available  for  the  purposes  of  clinical 
instruction.  . . . Homoeopathic  Therapeutics. 
For  information  and  catalogue  apply  to 
FRANK  C.  RICHARDSON,  M.  D.  Registrar, 
685  Boylston  Street,  Boston. 


FIFTY-FOUR  YEARS  IN  BUSINESS 


MACULLAR,  PARKER  COMPANY 

400  WASHINGTON  STREET,  BOSTON 

Give  special  attention  to  clothing  young  men  and  boys.  Garments  in  latest  styles  and 
fabrics,  made  in  workshops  on  the  premises 


FULL  LINE  OF  FURNISHING  GOODS 


CUSTOM  DEPARTMENT,  398  WASHINGTON  STREET 

Please  mention  the  Register,  when  you  patronize  advertisers. 


Thomas  F.  Temple,  President  and  Treasurer 


W.  D.  C.  Curtis,  Secretary 

DORCHESTER 

Mutual  Fire  Insurance  Company 

BOSTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 

Forty-eighth  Annual  Statement,  January  i,  1903.  Home  Office,  NEPONSET 


Amount  at  Risk  . #32,264,786.00 

Cash  Assets  • . 448,427.70 

Deposit  Notes  . . . . 520,658.08 

Available  Assets  . 968,085.78 

Total  Liabilities  . . 288,409.64 

Cash  Surplus 160,018.06 

Gain  in  Surplus  in  1902  .....  19,248.21 

Gain  in  Assets  in  1902  61,487.74 

Losses  paid  in  1902  63.755-32 

Dividends  paid  in  1902  58,455.46 

Amount  at  Risk  increased  in  1902  . . 1,956,926  00 


Directors — J.  B.  I..  Bartlett,  W.  D.  C.  Curtis,  Charles  F.  Gallagher,  Seth  Mann,  2d,  Laban 
Pratt,  Elias  A.  Perkins,  Thomas  F.  Temple,  James  H.  Upham,  Sarrel  J.  Willis 


Talbot’s 

“BOSTON  MADE” 
CLOTHING 

The  Teck  and  Columbia  Suits  for  fall  are  very 
jaunty.  Made  of  choice  grays,  brown, 
plaids  and  soft  viennas 

PRICES 

$XO,  $15,  $l8,  $20,  $25 

None  better  than  “ Boston  Made  ” 

Made  only  at 

Nos.  395-403  WASHINGTON  STREET 


Please  mention  the  Register,  when  you  patronize  advertisers. 


